"What for?"

"His folks are worried about him/5 the other an-
swered* "They ain't seen hide nor hair of him since that
stallion throwed him. Where's yo* bandage, Bayard?'"

"Took it off/3 lie answered shortly. "See here, Buck,
we're going Jto put Mitch out and then Hub and me

are going straight home."

"You been on yo* way home ever since fo5 o'clock,
Bayard," the marshal replied soberly, ubut you don't
seem to git no nearer there. 1 reckon you better come
with me tonight, like yo* aunt said.93

"Did Aunt Jenny tell you to arrest me?"

"They was worried about you, son. Miss Jenny just
phoned and asked me to kind of see if you was all right
until mawnin'. So I reckon we better* You ought to
went on home this eveninV*

"Aw, have & heart, Buck/5 Mitch protested*

"I ruther make Bayard mad than Miss Jenny/5 the
other answered patiently* "You boys go on^ and Bayard
better come with me."

Mitch and Hub got out and Hob lifted out his jug
and they said good night and went on to where Mitch's
car stood before the restaurant. The marshal got In
beside Bayard. The jail was not far. It loomed pres-
ently above its walled court, square and implacable, Its
slitted upper windows brutal as saber-blows. They
turned into an alley, and the marshal descended and
opened a gate, and Bayard drove into the grassless and
littered compound and stopped while the other went
on ahead to a small garage in which stood a Ford* He
backed this out and motioned Bayard forward. The
garage was built to the Ford's dimensions and about a
third of Bayard's car stuck out the door of it.

"Better*n nothing though/9 the marshal         "Come
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